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JONATHAN RAVA
Nirvana
One of those “Weather Warning!” notifications appears on my phone. It’s 4:56 
a.m., and my alarm is set to go off at 4:59 a.m. I switch off the alarm, imme-
diately grab my laptop, and log onto “magicseaweed.com.” I learned about this 
website from some locals, and it has been bookmarked on my laptop ever since. 
I type in Ocean City, NJ, and hope for the best. I scroll and scroll and get to 
the forecast. 
12-14 foot swells, 11-second periods, 10mph wind. 
My face smiles, but my heart sinks. I want to, I think to myself, but I don’t 
know if I can. I’ve only been surfing for a couple of months. I’m not ready for 
this. 
I take a picture of the forecast and send it to my friend Rich, hoping he 
will tell me the storm is too strong. I get up out of bed and open the blinds to 
look outside my bedroom window, or should I say into my neighbor’s kitchen. 
My neighbor’s house is this gigantic, elevated white beach house, while my 
family’s beach house is more of a small cottage. I don’t mind, though; as long 
as I’m at the beach, I don’t care where I sleep. It’s dark, gloomy, and spitting 
rain outside. Not a smidge of sunshine is peaking through those black clouds. I 
knew the storm was coming, but I guess I was hoping it would be too danger-
ous to surf in. 
My phone buzzes; it’s a text from Rich. “Holy shit. Be over in 10,” Rich 
says. I go to high school with Rich, and his family has a beach house right down 
the street. Since both of his parents work back in Philly and only come down 
on the weekends, Rich spends most of his time at my house. 
I quietly open the door to the hallway and tip toe into the communal up-
stairs bathroom so that I don’t wake up my mom or sister. I brush my teeth and 
then tip toe back into my bedroom to get ready. 
Whenever I walk downstairs, I always walk straight through the living 
room, past the kitchen, and immediately to the backdoor to unlock it. I’ll then 
walk back into the kitchen and start making scrambled eggs. After a few min-
utes, I hear the back door open. I can hear the wind hollowing through the trees 
and the rain slapping against the pavement. Rich walks through the back door 
and sits down on one of the high top chairs at my kitchen counter. 
“It’s nasty out there,” he says, as he’s trying to catch his breath. 
I look over at him, and he’s dripping wet.
“Rain must’ve gotten worse,” I say to him in a disappointed tone. 
“Britt and Fran said they’re on their way,” Rich says to me. 
Britt and Fran are two other kids we go to high school with, and they spend 
their summers in Avalon, NJ, just a couple shore towns over. They’ve been surf-
ing since they were kids, while Rich and I are still pretty new to the sport. I was 
never a huge advocate for them to come surf with us today, since they are obvi-
ously a lot better than us. I think I just don’t want to be embarrassed. 
I finish making the scrambled eggs, divide them up onto two plates, and 
hand one plate to Rich. His parents normally don’t leave him any sort of money 
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or food for the week, so he’ll come over here for most meals. As Rich starts 
feasting on his eggs, I look down at mine and begin to feel a little queasy. I poke 
at them a little and then just hand them over to Rich. 
You’re not hungry?” Rich asks me.
“Nah, don’t feel too good. Must’ve been those tacos last night,” I explain 
to Rich.
While Rich finishes up stuffing his face, I go out back to get everything 
ready. I pick up my backpack and make sure I have a towel, water bottle, and 
wax. I walk into the shed and grab my wetsuit hanging off a hook and my 
surfboard. That damp, musty smell from the shed always wakes me up. When I 
walk back inside, I notice my mom walking downstairs. It’s around 5:30 a.m. at 
this point, so I’m not too surprised she’s awake. 
“Good Morning, Mrs. Rava!” Rich says to my mom.
“Morning, mom,” I say to her next.
“Morning, guys!” she says with a bright smile as she walks over to give me 
our routine morning hug. “Be careful today, ok? Don’t try anything you can’t 
handle,” she whispers to me and then gives me a kiss on my forehead. I normally 
just respond with a soft smile and say, “I know, mom.”
Rich puts his dish in the dishwasher, I slip into my flip-flops, and we’re out 
the door. We hop on our bikes, using our left arms to hold our surfboards and 
our right arms to steer. I look at my reflection in the puddles as we ride through 
them, just to make sure I don’t have a nervous look on my face. We had to take 
a few detours to get to the beach because Ocean City streets flood easily. As we 
get closer and closer I can hear the waves crashing, the seagulls chirping, and the 
little voice inside my head telling me to turn around. The fog begins to thicken 
as we pull up, and I can barely see the entrance to the beach walkway. There 
are two other surfers locking their bikes together when we get there. They look 
back at us and give us a death stare…must be locals. 
“Where are Britt and Fran?” I ask Rich.
“They just texted me. They are having trouble getting through the island 
because of all the flooding.” Rich responds.
We ride our bikes up onto the sand, and my heart begins to beat faster and 
faster. I try locking our bikes together, but my hand keeps shaking. 
“I’m shivering, it’s freezing out here,” I tell Rich in an attempt to hide my 
nerves. 
I take off my flip-flops so that my feet dig through the sand as we make our 
way over the sand dune. The feeling of soft sand normally calms my nerves, but 
the rain has made the sand damp today, only making matters worse. 
We get over the dune, and the first thing I see is a 10-foot white cap barrel 
over another wave. My stomach flips; I think I’m going to be sick. I’m going to 
die out there. There is absolutely no way I can surf this. There’s that little voice 
in my head again: “Turn around, Jon.” I’m going to do it, I’m going to turn 
around, until Rich says, “fon’t worry so much, man, what’s the worst that could 
happen?” with a little smile on his face, and then a chuckle. 
I immediately think to myself, are you kidding? What’s the worst that could 
happen? I could think of A MILLION bad things that could happen. Yet, that 
little smile and chuckle on his face somehow calms me, and I gain a tiny bit of 
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confidence.
Rich and I walk over to our normal spot against one of the sand dunes, 
and put our stuff down. I take off my sweatpants and sweatshirt so that I can 
squeeze into my wetsuit. I keep looking up at the waves, especially the ones 
crashing into the jetty, to remind myself not to get too close. 
“There they are,” Rich says.
I look back at the pathway and begin to see Britt and Fran peek through the 
fog, holding their surfboards. Both are wearing their wetsuits pulled halfway up 
to their waist, with a sweatshirt over top. They walk over to Rich and I to put 
their things down, and the four of us perform our typical “dap” of a handshake. 
As we all stand looking out towards this raging monster of an ocean, I think 
we all begin to take in different nerves. While Britt and Fran may be feeling 
eagerness and excitement, I feel butterflies and turbulence. 
“Let’s strap in, boys,” Britt says. And with that cue, we fasten the Velcro 
straps to our ankles and run into the water. 
I purposely take a minute or two to strap the board to my ankle and let 
everyone else go ahead before me. I watch the three of them run into the water, 
jump onto their boards, and paddle out into this violent abyss. 
There is only so much more I can act like I am doing before they notice I 
am just chickening out. I pick up my board, take a deep breath, and just start 
sprinting as fast as I can into the water. I immediately jump onto my board and 
begin to paddle through this vicious current. The first big wave is approaching, 
and I adjust all of my weight to the front of the surfboard so that I can dolphin 
dive under the wave. I pop up on the other side of the wave, gasp for air, and 
start paddling again. I only get in a few more paddles before I am approached 
with another wave. Once again, I shift all of my weight to the front of the 
board, and dolphin dive underneath the wave. I pop out on the other side, gasp 
for air, and begin to paddle. This becomes my routine for the next ten minutes. 
After about the fifth wave, I pop out on the other side to look for everyone. I 
see Britt and Fran, but no Rich. I look back at the beach and notice the current 
has already moved me down two beaches. When I look back out to the ocean, I 
immediately get hit by a wave and am taken back about fifteen feet. When the 
wave finally stops carrying me, I use my strap to pull my board back to me. I 
hop back on and continue to paddle. My mouth tastes like salt water, I’m ex-
hausted, but I have come too far to turn around now. 
As I resume my dolphin dive routine, I notice something. I am no longer 
nervous. I am no longer anxious. I am no longer fearful. I got this, I tell myself. 
With this newfound attitude, I continue to push myself physically and mentally. 
Finally, I make it far enough where the waves aren’t as close together, and 
I can rest in between sets. This is known as the Promised Land for surfers. It is 
where we sit and wait for our perfect wave, the one that will instill both terror 
and adrenaline within our mind and bodies. 
I see Britt, so I paddle over to him. 
“Rava, you made it, my man,” Britt says to me with a surprising look on 
his face.
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“Yeah. That was brutal. Where are Rich and Fran?” I ask Britt.
Britt points to our left, and I see Fran about a hundred yards away from us. 
He’s sitting on his board, waiting for a wave. 
Then Britt says, “Yeah, little Richie never made it out. A wave took him 
back in, so I think he’s going to rest for a little and then give it another shot.” 
I look back to the beach, and I see Rich sitting with our things. That could 
have just as easily been me…but it wasn’t.
Just when I think the hard part is over, I remember that I still have to ride a 
wave. As minutes pass, and I sit there patiently, I go over the pop-up routine in 
my head. I keep thinking to myself, hands under shoulders, push up off legs and 
toes, one foot in front of the other. 
Suddenly, I hear Britt yell, “THERE HE GOES!”
I look over to where Fran was waiting, and I see him paddle with a wave 
as it forms, slowly rising a few feet per second. Eventually, Fran rises about ten 
feet on top of the wave, and the wave breaks into a barrel. It looks like a giant 
tube, and Fran is surfing right in the middle of it. He pops out on the other 
side of the barrel and continues to ride the shoulder of the wave into the shore. 
It is incredible. 
Just when I think there is no way I have the ability to do that, I remind 
myself that I have made it this far, and there is no turning back. Therefore, I 
turn my board so that the tip is facing the shoreline, and I wait for my perfect 
wave. After about a minute, I begin to feel the water start dragging out to the 
sea, and my board lowers into the water; this means a wave is coming. I turn 
my head around, and see the formation of what is either going to be the life or 
the death of me. As this gigantic beast forms, I cannot stop thinking to myself, 
hands under shoulders, push up off legs and toes, one foot in front of the other. 
I feel my board being picked up by the wave, and I give myself two more 
power strokes. The wave starts to break, and I pop up, pushing off my legs and 
toes. I put one foot in front of the other. I feel like I am on top of the world. 
I stay focused on my footing as I lean my weight back and forth in order to 
surf the wave. I keep riding the shoulder of the wave, and after a few seconds, I 
finally realize that I got this. I pick my head up and look at the beach. Rich is 
standing up, and it looks like he’s cheering. I have the biggest smile on my face 
and become filled with emotions of surprise, adrenaline, and pure happiness. 
Nirvana.
When I get close enough to shore, and the wave begins to die down, I hop 
off the board into the water. I pop up out of the water, and slick my hair back 
as I try to hold back my smile. Rich runs down to the water and gives me a 
giant hug. I pick up my board, and the two of us walk back up to our spot on 
the beach. 
As I sit in the sand and look out into Mother Nature’s work of art, I reflect 
upon what today meant. Today was not about finding the perfect wave. It was 
about overcoming my fears and believing in myself. Up to this point in my life, 
I have never been faced with a challenge as tough and as frightening as this 
storm. Today was a rite of passage, and this experience will serve as a reminder 
that I can do anything in life as long as I stay motivated and believe in myself. 
